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Pericles Prince of tyre. 

Bring me the Satin Coffin • lay t he Babe 
Vpon che Pillow ; hie thee, whiles I fay 
A prieftly farewell to her s fodarnely, woman. 

a. Sir, we haue a Cheft beneath the hatches, 

Caulkt and btttumed ready. L> 

‘Per. I thanke thte • Mcriner fay what ceait is this t 
j. We ate necre T barf ns. 

Per. Thithar gentle Mariner, 

Alter ihy courfe for lye , when canft thou reach it ^ 
a. By breake of day, if the winde ceafe. 

Per. O make for Thrfnt, 

There will I vifnc Cleon f or the Babe 
Cannot hold out to T yns ; there lie leaue it 
At carefull nnrfing : goe the wayesgootLMariner, 

He bring the body prcfectly. 

Ex't. 

Enter Lord Cerjmon with * fer»4*l 3 
Cer. Phtlemon , hoe. 

Enter Philemon. 

Pbjl. Doth my Lord call ? 

Cer. Get fire and meate for thefe poore men. 

It hath bfene a turboletan d ftotmy night. 

Set. I haue beenc in many ; but fuch a night as this, 
T'll now I neare indured. 

Cer, Your Matter will bedr ad ere you rcturne, 

Ther’s nothing can be miniftrcd to nature, 

That can recouer him : giue this to the Pothecary, 

Apd tell me how it workes. 

* 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

I . Cjent. Good morrow . 

a. Gent. Good morrow to your Lerdihip, 

Cer. Geutlemcn, why do you ftirre lo tarly ? 

V Gent. Sir,our lodgings Handing blcake vpon the fes 
Shoohe as ifthe earth did quake : 


Vlvff-' 


The very principles did feeme to rendand all to topple, 
feut fu rptize and fcarc, made me telcauc the houie, 


Pericles Prince of tyre. 

i.£7*»f.That is the caufc wee trouble you fo early, 
f is not our husbandry. 

CertO you fsy well, 

l.<7f*f.Buc I much maruaile that your Lordfhip 
Hiuii'g rich attire about you.fhould at thefe early hbures 
Shake off the golden (lumber of rrpofe ! tis mod ftrange 
Nature fbould be fo couucrfant with peine, 

Being thereto not compelled. 

• CVr.Ihold iteuerVertueand Cunning. 

Were end womens greater,then Nobleneffc and Riches, 
Careltflrheyres may the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality attends the former, 

Making a man a God t 
Tis knownej euer fludied Pby ficke, 

Through which fecrec Art,by turning ore Authority, 

I haue together with ray pradhfe. made familiar 
Tome and to my aide, the beft infufions that dwels 
In Vq,'iciues,in Mettals, Stones : and can fpcake of the 
Diffurbances that Nature worlta ,and of hcreures ; 
<t*-'Which doth diue m e a more contentin ccurfe of true delight 
Then to be thirfty after tottering Honour, 

Or rye my pleafure vp in filken Bag*, 

Topieafe the Foole and Death. 

t.6ent, Your honour hath through Efhefnt, 
poured foorth your charity, and huderedscall themfclues 
YourCreatures ; who by you hanebeene reftored, 

And not your knowlcdge,your perfonall paine. 

But euen your putfe ftillopen,haih buil^Lord Corimoe f 
Such ftreng renowne,** ncuet (bail decay. 

Enter two or three wtth a Cbeff. 

&rS»,Hft there. 

Cer. What’s that? 

£er.Sir,cuen now did the fea toffe vP vpon or fhourt 1 
*hi* Cht ft ; tis of feme wracke. 

Cer.Setit downc, let vs iooke vpon it. 

6«r.Tis like a Coffin, fir* 
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